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been written in a book; and the more odd it is, the better
for his purposes, provided it has acquired the sanctity
of print.

'Being in the country in vacation time not many years
since at Lindley, in Leicestershire, my father's house, I first
observed this amulet of a spider in a nutshell lapped in silk,
so applied for an ague by my mother; whom, although I
knew to have excellent skill in chirurgery, sore eyes, aches,
etc., and such experimental medicines, as all the country
where she dwelt can witness, to have done many famous
and good cures upon diverse poor folks, that were otherwise
destitute of help: yet among all other experiments, this me-
thought was most absurd and ridiculous. I could see no
warrant for it. Quid aranea cumfebre? For what antipathy?
till at length rambling among authors (as I often do) I found
this very medicine in Dioscorides, approved by Matthiolus,
repeated by Alderovandus cap. de Aranea, lib. de insectisy I
began to have a better opinion of it.5

Even here we cannot be certain that there is no
twinkle in his eye, and that the tale is not being told
against himself. But since his face is serious while he
tells us of a hundred other remedies as odd, we suspend
judgement and are content to be grateful for the one
little glimpse of his mother, wife of his 'excellent father5,
Ralph Burton, Esquire, of Lindley, in Leicestershire,
where Robert Burton was born on February 8, 1576.

The little we learn of Burton's life from sources out-
side his book is useless knowledge. Apart from a meagre
handful of dates and the tradition that he used to go
down to the waterside at Oxford when his depression
was at its blackest and listen to the bargees swearing at
one another, cat which he would set his hands to his
sides and laugh profusely5 9 the chroniclers tell us nothing
that we cannot discover better from his own pages.
Thence we learn the all-important fact that he had